2:181). The inquiry and the subsequent search, which turned out to be frUitless for both Doyle and later scholars, underscores Whitman's abiding concern over his reputation in the American press. Until recently, scholars have focused their efforts on uncovering press releases and reviews of the commencement poem primarily where Whitman, as noted above, has provided clues, and in representative metropolitan dailies. The seeming paucity of press material has led many to conclude that the event proved to be uninteresting for newspaper editors, disappointing Whitman's efforts to promote and later sensationalize the reading.
1
The press coverage for the event, however, was in fact much fuller than has been previously thought, indicating that Whitman's reputation commanded the attention (if not always the respect) of major papers even when he was far from metropolitan centers. Most significantly, the reading precipitated at least two parodies within days of the reading-a noteworthy response for a poem delivered several states away. Scholars have acknowledged that the poet sent copies of his commencement poem to metropolitan papers several days in advance of the reading, including the New York Herald and the Boston Daily Advertiser (Carr. 2:179, 5:295) . To this list I add the New York papers the Post (which printed Whitman's poem on June 26, 1872) and the World (which printed it on June 27, 1872).2 While the Post printed an unfavorable review of the poem on June 27, the World awarded Whitman's work the dubious honor of two parodies.
3 Although I have not determined who penned the parodies, it seems likely that managing editor David G. Croly (1829-1889) was involved, as he and Whitman were acquainted. Additionally, Croly was instrumental in setting the democratic editorial agenda of the paper.4 The World printed the first parody on June 28, 1872, only one day after it had published the original poem.
5 The text is as follows: 81
If there be any incoherence of ideas in our columns to-day, or to-morrow, or the day after to-morrow, or any other time up to the middle of next week, ECHO: Oh, Hush! Give Pegasus a rest! Divided into five cantos like "As a Strong Bird," the parody insists on Whitman's arrogance, particularly through its implication that he claims for himself, with pretentious verbiage, a place in the poetic pantheon with the likes of Ossian, Homer, and Dante. The writer, of course, spoofs Whitman's poetic claims specifically: for example, Whitman's "Joyous, the amplest spaces heavenward cleaving" becomes "Lachrymose, as though on red-hot iron treading," and his "The conceits of the poets of other lands" becomes "The conceits of iconoclasts, ofhypophagi, of eleemosynary, prismatic poet laureates."
Because of his challenge to poetic conventions generally, Whitman's poetry was a favorite target for writers of parody of the late nineteenth century. Until now, however, only eight have been located between the years 1860 and 1880.
6 Most likely more topical parodies of Whitman and his work have yet to be discovered from this period, because, of course, Whitman experienced momentous events during this time: his dismissal from the Department of the Interior in 1865, the publication 3 Jerome Loving's assessment that reviews were mixed (343) accurately describes the two additional notices of the event that I located:
June 28, 1872, New York Post:
The Poem (?) Of Walt Whitman was thirteen minutes in length, and just that much too long. The house was full when he began, but during the next ten minutes there was a wonderful dispersal. This was the first poem that Mr. Whitman has prepared for such an occasion, and we trust that he will not often be called upon to repeat it.
The original poem read by Walt Whitman at the Dartmouth Commencement yesterday was a trifle more rational in idea and expression than was expected. It was like a grand old Greek panegyric; prophesying the greatness in store for our country, abounding in fine metaphor, and lacking the cataloguical style characteristic of his former efforts. Whatever may be said of Whitman, in ridicule, he has a sturdy, noble masculinity that presents a refreshing contrast to the sickly sentimentalism called poetry now-a-days. He breathes into his lines an air of freedom and vigorous life that the languishing closet poets deem too rude for their fragile numbers. Perhaps, after all, there is more true poetry in his wild, untrammeled nature than in all the 'fleshly' rhyme and rhythm in the world.
